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in the upper part of the same bed. This time he meets with fair 
success, and the active sits up.) 
Fourth Active: Good morning, my little man. What is on the 
menu for breakfast this morning? 
Freshman: I don't know, sir. 
Fourth Active: Don't know! Well, don't ever bother to call 
me in the morning without first finding out what we have for 
breakfast. Did you call Joe? He's down below me here. 
Freshman: Yes, sir, I tried to call him, but he didn't seem to 
notice me. 
Fourth Active: Well, use your head . . . shake him a little 
bit. He has an eight o'clock class; it would be just too bad 
for you if he slept through it. 
Freshman: (Shakes man in lower part of bed. Timidly at 
first, but growing bolder as his efforts apparently have no 
effect.) Come on, Joe, it's time to get up. Look at that old sun 
pouring in the window. (No response from active except a 
grunt or two. After trying in vain for a minute or two more, 
the freshman disgustedly strides out into the middle of the room, 
and bellows.) Come on, you lazy bunch of hicks. What do you 
think I am, a slave? Get out of those beds! 
All Actives: (Sitting up in beds with one harmonious motion, 
and glaring at freshman, who looks bewildered and starts to 
leave the room.) Freshman, fetch a board! 
(Curtain) 
Fourteen 
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REATHING in short, quick jerks to keep out the smell of 
medicine, Sarah backed slowly toward the door, her eyes 
fixed intently on Mom's sallow face. When the hinges squeaked, 
the taller of the two doctors looked around as if to say, "Aren't 
you gone yet, Fourteen?" Then Sarah turned and fled blindly 
to the kitchen. 
The dishes had dried too much during the hour since break-
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fast, but Sarah was glad to dig fiercely at sticky egg and at 
sugary cups. Why couldn't she be in there with Dad and Les 
and Esther, listening to the unintelligible mumble of the doc-
tors as they examined Mom? But she remembered how her 
knees felt, feeble and bending, whenever she heard Mom's 
low moan. Something, maybe the hot dishwater, made her 
skin tight and hot. They probably knew it, too. They knew 
how she might act if—if anything happened. 
TTHE goosegrass next to the walk looked dull and quiet in the 
sultry June sunshine. Sarah wondered again if the vague ap-
prehension she always felt when there was sunshine like that 
really meant that rain was coming. It usually happened, though, 
that Mom had noticed the east wind the day before, and Sarah 
never had a chance to test her own prediction. They always 
said she had heard Mom's sure-fire prophecy. 
She would now, though. Mom hadn't known which way the 
wind was blowing for four days, ever since she came home 
from the hospital. The operation was successful, they said, but 
a strange fever in her legs— This morning two doctors came. 
Oh, why couldn't they do something? She sprinkled cold water 
on her forehead to cool the ache, and dried dishes without 
seeing them. 
After the dishes and the sink there were the floors to do. She 
usually liked sweeping since she was tall enough to do it well, 
but now her strokes were ragged and desperate. 
T T HAD been this way before, about the way her feelings 
behaved. She was seven when Les pushed her away because 
she wanted to listen with the rest to the first station he was 
able to get on his homemade radio set. She wasn't too big to 
cry. But they didn't notice. A sense of un worthiness, of being 
too young to participate in the family pleasure, shook over her. 
She had gone out the pasture lane to the old gravel pit. There 
the smooth, mysterious shapes of new stones for her collection 
comforted her. They were cool to her hot hands. They were 
firm to her trembling lips. S t e was lost there until distant 
"Yoo-hoo's" called her to supper. 
One summer she was given a pup. He was rather an un-
fortunate color, too many colors, in fact. But he was friendly, 
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furnished bouncing companionship, and learned to speak very 
promptly. Sarah anxiously taught him where not to dig. When 
she had to feed him a highly peppered egg, she suffered pa-
tiently. But he would chase the cows back into the pasture at 
milking time, and when he snapped at the horses' heads he was 
properly blamed for the runaway. Nothing much was said. 
They all knew the rule of the farm. Sarah set her teeth, and 
after the distant shot she was very brave until that worn-out 
phrase, "Never mind, you shall have another,'' broke her com-
posure. Then she had run out to the orchard, to climb her 
favorite apple tree. The bark was musty, rough, and real. It 
was something she could understand, and better to think about 
than this weak incompetence she felt. Lying flat on a long, 
high limb, with spattery sunshine playing on her long legs, she 
could feel the calm of the stalwart tree. It had been there, 
practically the same size and shape, as long as she could re-
member—not much good for apples, but the best in all the 
orchard for climbing. A strong west wind flickered the tapering 
leaves, but the branch scarcely quivered. The wind was always 
there—high and tempestuous in March, low and sweet in June, 
heavy with fruit odor in September, and fierce with a blizzard 
in December. The tree and the wind were so different, yet each 
was a part in her slow peace. 
HEN Sarah was twelve she was in a county spelling contest. 
No, she wouldn't have said she wanted to win, and she was 
never found studying. When she was third from the end she 
left an "1" out of "occasionally". Nobody thought she cared. 
A few remarks about "letting the family down" were aimed at 
her silent face. That night Sarah carried a blanket to the lawn 
and lay there watching the stars. Altaire was marching grandly 
across, supported by his two companions; Vega seemed distant, 
cold, and beautiful; Sarah stared at the sisters of Pleiades, 
hunting for the elusive seventh star. Gradually her mortifica-
tion faded away, leaving a sort of awe that these simple mo-
ments should bring her comfort. 
But that was long ago, when she was seven, ten, and twelve. 
Childish pain, and easy consolation. Bigger things would hap-
pen. If the doctors—Sarah thought how the rest of the family 
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would react. Esther would find relief in her music, playing her 
heart out with Bach. Les would seclude himself for hours with 
some special transformer problem. Dad would go into Farm 
Bureau work with great zeal. Sarah—would she disgrace her-
self and them by losing control of herself? 
TT HAD been an hour since the doctors came, and ten minutes 
since they left, with a professional gravity that told nothing 
of their thoughts. Sarah righteously set herself at peeling 
potatoes. The sun was hazy on the faded moonflowers, and 
half-way to the road a raincrow complained moodily. 
Les, his face gray and set, came out of the bedroom. From 
the side of the kitchen table Sarah could see plainly that he 
went to Mom's desk, and back into the bedroom with papers 
from the little inside drawer. He looked so stern; and well— 
he probably wouldn't have heard if she had asked. 
She wondered: The little inside drawer. What was in it? 
Hadn't she seen papers in there, sometime? What did Les get? 
A faded memory of talk about some debt—Uncle Ben, who 
never did have enough money—Mom and Dad talking in wor-
ried tones—those fat envelopes. . . Then Mom must have asked 
for them. . . . Sarah knew what it must mean. 
Something in her throat throbbed, and the paring knife 
slipped against her thumb. Before she knew where she was 
going, she was out on the shady walk. The slight breeze stung 
her eyes while she stood heavy and awkward, clenching her 
fists. Frantic loneliness gripped her throat until she could 
hardly breathe. On the oak branch hanging near the clothes 
line she saw an absurd small leaf, fluttering as if it couldn't 
endure the wind. 
At last something rubbed her bare legs. She stooped and 
lifted the little black kitten, her latest pet. With the ease of 
an old melody returning, a familiar tranquility entered her 
hands and flowed through her whole body. Touching the kit-
ten brought that mood, or touching stones, or trees. Yet how 
could a humble kitten soothe her fear for Mom? It seemed to 
be the warmth of the body and the symmetry of shape. Think-
ing back, she recalled digging in soft garden soil in the spring, 
when she was so small that she couldn't plant peas without 
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a little stick that Mom made to measure the distance apart. 
That was related to this mood, too. A starry sky and white-
capped waves came back with the same emotion. 
"IpOR the first time, she tried to analyze this strange, welcome 
feeling, which grew as she thought. Did other people know 
it? Mom, in there on the bed, used to fondle apples when she 
was selecting them for the Fair, and forget her weariness. 
Father often stayed out late after doing the chores on Sunday 
morning, looking at the cattle. 
This special awareness was simple, yet a little mysterious. 
Power to enjoy and endure—it was a part of wisdom. 
Sarah felt taller. She brushed her cheek with the soft, warm 
fur, then put the kitten down. Her fingers found the handle of 
the screen door. Stepping into the porch, she saw her father 
standing near the kitchen doorway. He was smiling. 
Some Walk In 
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IT WAS mid-afternoon. The sun was lazily warm and I was sleepy as I guided the car down the old upland road that 
ran over the ridge of the mountain orchard and then to home. 
My eyes must have closed for a second, because when I made 
the turn in the bend I suddenly saw another car. . . . 
The next thing I knew I was walking along a dusty road 
toward a gate in a white picket fence. For a few minutes I stood 
looking over the slim white bars at the house, and then I 
pushed the gate open and went in. Inside everything seemed 
suddenly strange and yet there was a sense of returning home. 
The house was the first thing I noticed. It was a little larger 
than most farmhouses and built out of some kind of white 
stone that gleamed where the sunlight shone on it. There were 
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